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sought the little bag hanging under my shirt in which I kept my
money. It was gone!
I searched myself frantically. The stout string which had held
it suspended around my neck could not have broken or come
untied. I had made sure of that. It reached almost to my waist
and was knotted to prevent slipping over my head. Both string
and bag were in place a few minutes before I had fallen asleep.
There was but one explanation. Them dirty bastards had stolen
all my money!
Strangely enough, among my first reactions to the stunning
discover^7 that I had been robbed was hunger. Food had been a
matter of no great interest while I had money, but now that I had
none an intense craving for something to eat began tormenting
me. In my mind I could see shop windows piled high with
delicacies; white-capped cooks bending over steaming ranges as
they dished up sizzling steaks, fried potatoes, bacon and eggs,
griddle cakes and coffee. These, along with the sweet aroma of
Grandma's freshly baked apple pies, which I seemed to scent
from afar, suggested the advisability of turning back.
But, I reasoned, one could starve quite as quickly east-bound
as west, and to go in either direction I must beg or steal. There
was comfort in recalling that I knew how to beg. As a matter of
fact I had begged practically everything edible to be found in
Chatham Square, and a great deal that was inedible.
On the other hand, hitting the back doors, which the Professor
explained was begging food at private houses, was a different
proposition. One couldn't just go up and ask for something to eat;
trial and error had reduced it to an exact and orderly system.
The approach, he said, must be a nice blend of deliberation and
deference, with an eye out for dogs. The knock also must be
deferential but distinct; two or three respectful taps, then take two
steps backward and stand in plain sight with hat in hand, eyes
downcast, expression hopefuL All this was preparatory to facing
the biddies, as he called it, who must not be alarmed or even
startled. Young or old, maid or madam, expression, attitude and
what he called a hot hunch, all entered into the art of making
the final touch. I doubted if I could do it.
Furthermore, something queer had happened to my own
attitude towards begging. Grandfather had said that stray dogs
and strange beggars were both likely to bite the hand that fed
them, and of the two it was clear he had more respect for dogs.